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every few steps Whenever he bent down to pick up one garment, another would drop to the street He pushed his hat back on his head and wiped off his perspiring forehead, looking around helplessly. The boys on the barricade nearby roared with laughter.
I came up, picked up the clothes, rolled them ia a bundle and stuck it firmly under his arm
"Whatever do you think you are doing, gracious lady?" he hiccoughed "I've just had my clothes pressed, and now they'll be all...yick, yick...all wrinkled.** He turned on me a sorrowful, though bloodshot, eye
"That's all right," I reassured him "Wrinkled or not, you will at least have your clothes if you carry them that way"
"Permit me, madame,** he addressed me in stentorian tones that made the boys on the barricade roll with laughter **Permit me, madame... yick, yick... to introduce myself My name's KupalsM,.. yick, yicfc... Kupal-ski, I said .. One of the Kupalski Brothers.. if you ever need me, madame... yick, yick... I am your obedient servant...yick...everything at your disposal..."
I reported to Command 2/4, and showed Lieutenant Pobog my orders from Colonel Matylda. "Sweeper lost two men this morning," he announced. "One wounded and one killed."
Zofia, at the Red Cross station, gave me the details One of our boys went out too far beyond the corner, toward the University. They shot him in the spine* Another one went to rescue him, and he was shot in the leg, but brought his fatally wounded comrade to die at the station. Zofia knew the dead man's wife, who was a nurse in another sector of the city.
"Please tell her/* the man whispered his last to Zofia, "that I loved her very muck*